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Will and Teſtament 
ANTHONY 
King of Poland. 


Y Tap is run, then Baxter tell me why 
Should not the good, the great Pot zp5kie dic f 
Grim Death, who lays us all upon our backs, 
Inſtcad of Scyth, doth now advance his dx 3 
And 1, whoall my life in broils have ſpent, 

Intend at laſt to make a Settlement. | ET 

Imprimis for my Sou! (thoogh I had thoughth. 

To *ve left that thing, I never minded, out) 

Some do adviſe, tor tear of doing wrong, 

To give it him, to whom it doth belonz 
But I, who all mankind have cheated, now 
Intend likewiſe to cheat the Devil too : 

Therefore I leave my Soul unto my Son, 

For he, as Wiſe Men think, as yet has none. 

Then for my Poliſh Crown, that pretty thing, 

Let M take *t, who lengs to be a King 3 

His Empty head (oft Nature did deſign 

For ſucha light and airy Crown as mine. 

Withmy Eftzte, I'll tel] you how it ftands, 
Fack, Ketch muſt have my Cloaths, the King my Lands. 
Ttem I leave the damn'd Aſſociation 

Toall the wiſe diſturbers of the Nation, 

Not that I chink they*ll gain their ends thereby, 

But that they may be hang'd as well as 1. 

A-— ng. (in Murders, and in Whoring $killd, 

Who twenty Baſtards gets for one man kilFd ) 

To thee Ido btqueath my Brace of Whores, 

Long kept to draw the humours from my Sores 3 
For you they'll ſerve as wellas Silver Tap, 

For Women give, and ſometimes curea Clap. 

H-— d my partner in Captivity, 

Falſe to thy God and King, but true tome, 

To thee ſome beinionus Legacy I'd give, 

Bur thar, I think, thou batt not long to live 
Beſides thou*lt wickedneſs enough in tiore 
To ſerve thy (elf and twenty thouſand more. Ts 

To thee (young G—=) PI! ſome ſmall Toy prefcnt, 

For you with any thing can be content, 

Then take the Knife with which I cut my Corns, 

*Twill ſerve to pare and ſhzrp your Lord({hips H---ns, 
That you may rampant M — puſh, and gore 
Till he ſhall leave your Houſe, and change his Whore. 


On top of Monument let my Head liand 2 
It ſelf # Monument, where firtt began l 
The Flame, that has endanger'd all the Land, >. 


But tirſt to Titus let my Ears be thrown, 
For he, *tis thought, will ſhortly loſe his on. 
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Leave old Baxter my invenom'd Teeth 
To biteand poyſon all the Biſhops with- 

Ttem 1 Icave my Tongre to wiſe Lord N th, 
Tohelp him bring his what-de-call-wms forth, . © , 
Twill make his Lordſhip utter Treaſon clear; + ' 
And he in time may ſpeak like Noble Peer. 

My Squinting Eyes let Ignoramns wear, 

That they may this way 1, , and that way Sear, 

Lepthe Cirs take my Noſe, becauſe *tis (ed ÞF *& 
That by the We I them have alwayes Iced, Ml 
But for their Wives 1 rothing now can ſpare, 

For all my Live's time they have had their /oare. 

Lect not my Quarters fiand on City Gate, 
Leaſt.chey new Seds and FaCtiuns do create 3 
For certainly the Presbyterian Wercches 
In Dirt will tall to Tdolize my Haunches , 

But, thatl may to my O14 Friend be Civil, k 
Let ſome Witch make them Mummy for the Deril. 
| To good King Charles 1 leave (though, faith, *cis pity 
A pois*ned Nation, anddcluded City, 
Seditions, Clamours, Murmurs, Jcalouſies, 
Falſe Oathe, Sham- Stories, and Religious Lies. 
There's one thing fiill,*which I had quite forgot, 
To himlI lcave the Cfraſs ot my Plot, 
In a Conſumption the pocr thing doth lic, 
Ard when Pm gone, *will pine away and dic. 

Let Jenkins in a Tub my worth declare, 
And let my Life be Wiit by Harry Care 

And it my Bowels in the Farth find room, 
Then let theſe lines be Writ upon their Tomb. 


An Epitaph upon his Boxels. 


E Mortal Whigs for Death prepare, 
For mighty Tapski's Gwts lie here, 

| Will his great Name keep ſweet d'y' think! 
For certainly his Ertrals ſtink: 
Alas *tis but a foolith pride 
To oat fin all Mankind beſide, 
When ſuch I1/luſtrimes Garbage muſt 
Be mingled with the Common dutt. 
Falſe nature ! That could, thus delude 
The Cheater of the Multitude 
That put his thoughts upon the Wing, 
And egg'd him on ro bea King, 
Seenow to what an ufe {he puts 
His Noble great and little Guts, 
Tapiki, who was a Man of Wit, 
Had Gurs for other uſes tit, 
Trough Fiddle-Strings they might not be 
{Becauſe Fe hated harmony) 
Yet for Black, Puddings they were good, 
Their Matter did delight in Blood : 
Of this they ſhould have drank their fill 
C King Cyrzs did not fare ſoill) 
Poor Guts could this have been your hap 
Sheriff B— 1 might have got a ſnap, 
Put now at Tork his Guts mult rumble 
Since you into a hole did tumblc. 
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